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Summary: In the landscape of violence 


and vengeance that depicted in 


WW2, Malcolm, the lone soldier, decided to honor 
nations and traditional right and wrong. In that 
and cruelty was decided within the wickedness of 
compassion overwhelmed the mind of Malcolm as he 
soldiers back home with honor. 


life over politics, 
moment where death 
power, honesty and 
steered the German 


Ludwig Platz Reunion 
**Ludwig Platz Reunion** 

Impossible a€" a once bullet filled sky, now sprinkled with 
butterflies; once toiled screams into laughter, annihilation into 
resolve and compassion into the 'seasons of equality'. 

From the trolley, Malcolm and his wife, Dagmar, hide under their 
umbrella from the dripping rain. It's a short stroll down the lane 
and into the dry office of Trina Kuntz, Malcolm's Psychiatric 
Therapist. Her 'practice' treats and educates patients and caregivers 
about war veterans suffering with Post Traumatic Disorders. From 1912 
through 1945, the condition was termed "Casual Will Therapy," where a 
soldier's desire for health was stimulated by psychological 
exercises, and because the treatment was so painful, many patients 
preferred front-line duty and, therefore, were falsely considered 
cured . 

As the psychiatric community grappled with definition, treatment 
seemed far off, as commanders recast afflicted soldiers as failures, 
lacking willpower, cowardice and unpatriotic. 

Today in 1960, men like Malcolm undergo years of unbiased psychiatric 
therapy in order to live a normal life with others, and more 
importantly, in public, where circumstance cannot be controlled as in 
the home environment. The final phase for Malcolm: addressing and 
controlling episodes that are characterized by combat memories 
associated with the psychological victimization of war. As 



encouragement, he and Dagmar conquered the initial 'trauma' 
phase . 

As the day approached, Malcolm slept less, the by-product of a busied 
mind filled with 'what if's and 'maybe's, as questions ran 
sequentially. It drove Dagmar crazy, and perhaps why she slept 
soundly as an escape from his excitement. He too wished to sleep, but 
he thought, 'It isn't that bad.' He was excited! Apprehensive! - 
Although, Dagmar observed his soaring hopes with a wife's poise, and 
kept him grounded with the usual cautionary tone. 'Don't get all 
worked up, baby. I don't want to see you hurt.' She was right, of 
course, and did know him and his condition, which of late was 
positive . 

Still, Malcolm couldn't recall on which day the Reunion fell; May 
14th, 15th or 16th? After all, 15 years have passed. As a compromise, 
he'll depart a day earlier, as Dagmar said, "This may be your first 
and last chance, and there's no harm in spending an extra day 
sightseeing in Ludwig Stadt." 

Enthusiastically, Malcolm hoped the unknown soldiers thought likewise 
of the Reunion, although inwardly, he endeared himself with the 
realization that he'd impacted 'social change' in others. But the 
closer the day approached, the more Dagmar ' s voice cautioned, 'Baby, 
remember, they might not even be alive, or they... might have 
forgotten you.' How could they? He doubted, because he'd done 
something wonderful, but her words did slow his enthusiasm a bit. 

He thought, 'Maybe I am getting carried away? But then what? I won't 
go?' Her favorite line, 'Just don't get your hopes too high, baby.' 

At times, Malcolm thought, without disclosure, she'd rather he didn't 
go, not in terms of separation, rather as a wife's keen awareness of 
pain and disappointment, and a deeper fear of an episode occurring 
without her. 

However, she spoke the truth; dead or living, the unknown soldiers 
lived or live blessed and grateful lives. Thanks to him. But were 
there 3 or 4? Damn! He can't even remember that! 

* *May 13th** 

_Single-f ile, we shunned doorways and windows; moved with the 
'eagerness of doubt' into quieted dwellings, bakeries, apartments and 
the boutiques of Ludwig Stadt; we moved with omnipresence over 
personal tokens, memories, literature a€"Tat ! Tat! Tat! That cat died 
quickly and ugly. Tension was a trigger! What next!? But we're still 
alive; it sang within us, through masses of splintered wood, crumbled 
rock, death's stench and its stained aftermath a€" 'all 
clear . '_ 

'How long was I flashing back? I hope coming alone was a good idea, ' 
Malcolm thought. 

11:03 am. From perch to perch and limb to limb, birds flapped and 
fluttered overhead. On the platz floor, townsmen crisscrossed with 
shopping baskets topped with bread, Swiss cheese balls and egg 
cartons; some strolled with carriages or chatted as noisy children 
whirling around the water fountain centered in the platz. 


Under the gaze of a shadowy tree, Malcolm sat on a bench, the only 



black man; the curious stares accompany him from apartment windows 
and shop doorways; children point and ask questions the adults find 
intrusive. Still, the townsmen noted that he dressed appropriately 
for the season, like a native resident. However, at his side, leaned 
a cardboard sign against the bench, though it was unreadable from 
across the platz. Strange, the onlookers winced. What does that mean? 
Anyway the police will handle him if he does anything stupid. 

To help dissipate the flashback, Malcolm stood again and visually 
searched the cobblestone court of Ludwig Platz. 

**Wrong Platz ! ** 

1:01 pm. In Europe, the landscape triumphs with nature, visualized by 
leafy green variants, richly bound soil and chirpy birds tossed by 
the swooning winds amid the blue ceiling of heaven. Below, at center 
platz, tradition is evident by the stone-made fountain, set in a 
'flooring of brick' that expanded to the fringe of the platz. 

The Clan, as they call themselves, arrived in Ludwig Stadt the day 
after Malcolm, and later at the Ludwig Bernt Platz that afternoon. 
Travel was long; two hours assembling everyone, thirty minutes 
driving to the inner city Parkhaus, fifteen minutes by trolley, four 
hours by train, and seven years of planning. Though after the war, 
the years passed, couples married and bore children before the women 
seriously pestered their men about the reality of the Reunion. The 
women knew the Reunion would help the men's condition. But if 
curious, their husbands hid it within their doubt. They'd say, 'He's 
American living in the United States, and has probably forgotten 
about us. So why would he come back?' The statement expressed their 
hidden anxiety of the past. Still the women persisted through the 
years, as they do for good causes, therein, they acknowledged the 
therapeutic reasons and how the family needed understanding of their 
history and legacy. These truths tore and resonated at the men's 
core, and they were, indeed, the nucleus of family incipience, and 
thus, changes did emerge. How could they deny heritage? And the 
simple truth, their wives reminded, the Reunion was their men's last 
chance for 'thanking' the mysterious soldier. 

After the lengthy travel, the hotel staff relieve The Clan of their 
baggage at check-in. Shortly after, in the Bier Garten, tables are 
arranged in accommodation of their numbers; eleven family and 
friends . 

At the table are twins; Helmut and Birgette are married with two 
adolescent boys and his brother, Wilhelm is married to Pauline with 
two adolescent boys. Karl Obermeyer is the oldest of the men by three 
years, and married to Ilka with an adolescent daughter. Orders are 
placed, and food arrives timely. To their enjoyment, the men feast on 
paprika schnitzel, and their wives sip Apfelschole; a spritz of apple 
juice and wine that complements the white asparagus sauerkraut with 
hollandaise and toasted pumpernickel bread crumbs. 

Worrisome for the wives, their veteran husbands suffer from episodes; 
symptoms once falsely viewed as a lack of discipline and cowardice. 
Unrealized publicly, these honorable men exhibit psychological 
triggers associated with wartime victimization. Curiously and 
understandably, their symptoms enhance when banded together, said the 
doctors, as it represents the continuous bond of a real-life era. 
Therein, the men are subjected to social misinterpretations and prone 



to fiercely protect family and victims with sacrificial 
ferocity . 

After The Clan belches free of dinner and pay the check, the pace 
quickens with the anticipation of searching for a single black man. 
And as agreed, two groups should form; the women will 'keep watch' 
over the main platz, as the males scour the park's wide perimeter. As 
youthful men, before wartime, any search for a foreigner tempted 
violence, as propaganda grew from a disturbed social consciousness 
and isolated world view. Still the teens ask, 'How will we recognize 
the black man from others and he us?' The women will manage that 
later . 

With less tension, the females cluster on a bench like a gaggle of 
geese, peaceful at heart under the tempered sun. Sitting coupled, 
Birgette listens as Pauline reads aloud the Bernt Visitor Guide; 
filled with recommended shops, restaurants, parlors and the like. 
Characteristically, Pauline grunts with a frown while gazing between 
the town buildings, town-square clock and the guide's History 
Section. Birgette asked, and Pauline's expression answered a€" 
something doesn't fit as the dates contradict their location. Thus, 
concern mounts as they've never visited Ludwig Bernt Platz. 

From across the platz court - Ding! Ding! - chimed the bells of the 
Gelato Parlor door. As the attention of Birgette and Pauline is 
drawn, they see Ilka 

and Karline step from the parlor with precious cups of Italian Gelato 
in hand. Birgette smiles, as Pauline jerks to her feet and stares 
pointedly at the town- 

square clock. It stroked 3:52. 

"Shit!" Pauline spat, then looks quickly around for the men. 

"What?" Birgette asked, rising to her feet. 

"We're at the wrong platz. Look!" she taps the page with a 
finger . 

"No! This is Ludwig Bernt Platz." Birgette sounded assured. 

"Yes! It is, but look!" Pauline then calls and waves Ilka and Karline 
over. Soon flanked by friends, Pauline explains that city planning 
relocated the original Ludwig Platz, and renamed it the Ludwig Bernt 
Platz in 1950. This one! The relocated Ludwig Platz is an hour away 
by train, and who knows how long by trolley. However, travel for the 
day has ended, and the early departure from home was beneficial. 

After the men are informed of the confusion, the remaining daylight 
is spent on 'just in case' searching, thereafter, dinner and a nights 
rest at the Ludwig Hotel. The Clan assumes the same occurred to the 
black man. 

* *May 14th** 

For the adolescents a€" Karline, Jochen, Udo, Brent and JA'Erg a€" 
breakfast in the hotel is excitingly different; out of the house, on 
the road, searching for someone. A great vacation. Teen chatter 
dramatizes the minor desperation, as they remark, "We've lost his 
trail. It's too late for the Reunion! The town has run out of black 



men. Ha! Ha!" But, Karl manner appears serious when he's not, as he 
informs the teens of the 'importance of allegiance with people, even 
strangers.' His buddies, Wilhelm and Helmut grin, and the teens moan, 
openly rolling their eyes in protest of 'spoiling their fun.' But 
Karl denies joking when a lesson can be learned. And while listening. 
Ilka recalls him struggling with finding 'allegiance with strangers' 
over the years . 

Around midday. The Clan arrives at the Ludwig Bahnhof, and by piling 
their luggage into the trunks of a pair of taxis, they avoid the 
trolley and burden of unloading unnecessarily. Accommodations are 
furnished by The Ludwig Gasthaus Hotel, located blocks from the 
Ludwig Platz. Inside the lobby, the air is flavored with toasted 
sunflower bread, real butter and local coffee. At the reception desk, 
the group clambers up behind an elderly couple waiting for their 
receipt . 

"a€|I don't know, I heard the ambulance came, buta€ | " said the 
wife . 

"If you're talking about the black man, he was taken away." said the 
receptionist, as he returned from the office, trying to appear 
helpful to guests. 

"Oh." the wife said, then turned to her husband. "Remember, he was 
crying before that?" her tone struck rhetorical, as if the memory 
bothered her. 

Meanwhile, the conversation keeps The Clan entertained and curious. 
But the couple soon leaves, and attention turns to the receptionist 
for more information. 

"Good afternoon. Did you say a black man was taken away from here? 
We're looking for someone, a black man. I know it sounds strangeaC | " 
Karl feels a cultural tug at the unusual request. 

Any other time, the mention of a black man fostered no interest, but 
now it carried valid meaning. And Karl, as inquisitive as ever, asked 
the receptionist with Wilhelm and Helmut by his side. And as part of 
hotel staff, the receptionist is committed to helping customers, but 
'They don't even know his name, ' he thought. Thus, he said shortly, 
hoping to avoid quoting hotel privacy policy. "He was taken to the 
hospital, that's all I will say about this guest," he announced, as 
he strives in keeping things pleasant. "Checking-in?" he smiled 
politely . 

"But why?" Karl persisted then thought, 'So he is a guest.' His 
concern surprises the others, as he was less enthused during early 
talks of the Reunion. 

"We don't know for sure it's him." Ilka said at him. "Let's 
check-in." Her tone relaxed his mind, enough that he heard, 'Things 
will work out, and worrying prematurely, won't help.' As she often 
said. He then dropped the subject, verbally. But as the receptionist 
wished to continue, Wilhelm and Helmut Zwillinge begin queries; "Was 
he alone? Is the hospital near here?" Pauline and Birgette grin at 
their entertaining men. The receptionist is then forced, politely, to 
sight 'privacy policies' regarding the guests, thereby, the men are 
finally, finally silenced. 



Luggage is then tucked away in their rooms, and lunch is welcomed in 
the Ludwig Hotel Restaurant. Tables pushed together accommodate their 
numbers. Quickly they find the 'den of chatter' still revolves around 
a black man. Pauline and Birgette look at Ilka as the word 'fight' is 
circulated, the men wonder; 'has he been hurt, and by whom?' Ilka 
knows the ex-soldiers, and how curtain words translate into action. 

As the waitress awaits their orders, Pauline, the outspoken one, asks 
about an incident involving a black man that happened yesterday. And 
again, hotel policy is sighted and reputation preserved. Birgette, 
shy in nature, pushed Pauline to ask the couple at the next table. 
Pauline does and as rumored, a black man fought with a€" they think 
a€" two guys at the Ludwig Platz. To the couple, Karl mentions 
they're looking for a comrade. And seeing their concern, the couple 
adds that based on the ambulance name, the black man was probably 
taken to the Ludwig Hospital. 

Then Pauline springs to her feet while spitting profanity a€" the 
adolescents laugh, she suggests, if he went to the hospital 
yesterday, then he must return for check-out, but his condition would 
determines 'when'. As determined, Pauline, Wilhelm and Helmut march 
to the reception desk, and Ilka notes how concerned the group has 
become. At the reception desk, this time, strict hotel policy is 
discretely amended, a gesture of appeasement for newly registered 
guests. The question is confirmed, and a hospital trip averted. But 
decisions must be made, although visiting the hospital remains 
possible. Yet splitting up is declined, as the journey is a unique, 
one-time experience together. Thereby after breakfast, the Ludwig 
Platz is visited, walked, and shops shopped in union. 

Initially The Clan strolled along the paths that circled the park 
grounds, then through the forest canopy towards the man-made pond. 
Under the canopy, the path widened and trees receded, no longer 
defying the sun's energy that retreated off the ponds stubborn 
surface. Around the pond's edges are benches discretely distanced and 
positioned up from the dung-paved bank; a footpaths distance of the 
water's edge. At the pond's narrowest configuration a€" a peanut 
shape a€" a cute Japanese garden bridge stretches and connects the 
north and south banks. 

The noisy adolescents eagerly approach the bridge while the content 
parents watch from the east-end benches. On the south side of the 
bank, the adolescents are surprised; Koi food dispensed in cups. 

These are Japanese fish! And soon cups are filled and carried to the 
center of the bridge, and to the teens excitement, the collage 
imprinted fish 'school' in anticipation of feeding. 

Karl saw them first. As if pursuing prey, three youths ascend the 
north end of the bridge: older, angrier and mischievous. Wisely the 
parents take note, yet the women are practiced at sustaining a calm 
appearance and being mindful of their men's condition. But ever 
alert, Karl moves from leaning 'back and relaxed' to 'forward and 
poised' with his elbows resting upon his knees. His face squints, as 
if listening, but the voices are inaudible. Ilka then rolls her wary 
eyes on the twins, as both Wilhelm and Helmut cease tossing pebbles 
into the pond surface, and rise from the bench a€" the pebbles are 
then palmed and fondled. The wives are aware the men are silently 
communicating, thereby, rekindling conversation is a routine 
response. However with their troubled eyes fixed on prey, the twins 
and Karl are distant, and respond with inattentive nods and passive 
grunts . 



Thinking quickly, Pauline yells, "How's the fish?" In throwing her 
voice across the pond, the three youths look towards the east bank. 
Good. The strangers are aware of others. Karl's daughter, Karline, 
waves back before the teens walk from the bridge for the south bank. 
With no reaction, the three strangers stare between the teens and 
their parents. As the teens approach, their fathers interrogate 
disproportionately; what did they want? What did they say? Were they 
aggressive? But patiently, the wives intervene with the 'strength of 
understanding', which is nothing new for the teens. 

**Ludwig Hospital** 

With a sense of deceit, Malcolm declined calling Dagmar; he couldn't 
bear hearing her panicked voice over a few scrapes. And he'd never 
mention being unconscious. But now he's skeptical of the platz and 
Reunion. Should I leave? Back and forth he thought a€" No! I survived 
the damn war! And my thinking has just softened through the years. He 
only wished a€" for his ego - he had faced only one assailant, not 
three . 

Because of his years of community involvement, suggested by his 
therapist to his wife, the couple gives of their time and helps the 
youth and the elderly. Thereby, he understood the attack from today's 
idealized and self-biased youth, much like the fascism prone youth 
before WW2 . Lying in bed, his thoughts move between the previous 
night and deep memories of the vulnerabilities of war. What provokes 
people? And what would Dagmar say of his safety? Suddenly, he thinks 
of the sign; it's not there with him, but his wallet and keys are on 
the nightstand. Malcolm then makes a wise decision as Dagmar would 
suggest . 

**May 15th: Cessation of Episodes** 

Last night. The Clan missed contacting Malcolm, and again before 
breakfast the receptionist is asked the same question as the day 
before. Has the black man returned? He has not. But he's checked-out 
and relocated for safety concerns to the Hotel Gasthof, courtesy of 
the Ludwig Hotel. And of course, the hotel is not within walking 
distance. Then it's decided, the teens and the adults must form two 
groups. However, as a rule, the teens must not make contact, only 
watch and hope the man returns to the Ludwig Platz. 

And off the teens go in search of a black man at the Hotel Gasthof. 

In the trolley, 'teen questions' mount; how many black men can there 
be at the hotel? How will they know him? He should be as old as their 
fathers, mothers anda€ | ? But how do black people age? What if we 
follow the wrong one? We've never even spoken with a black person. 
After the teens arrive at the trolley station, directions from a taxi 
driver lead them to the Hotel Gasthof. 

It's early in the breakfast hour when the teens stroll boldly into 
the Gasthof lobby, then greeted by the receptionist. Surprisingly, 
non-guests are not allowed to walk around looking for a stranger! 
What's the big deal? The teens snort. Well, it seemsa€ 'guests' are 
respected. And so that ends, and the teens, unoffended, giggle at 
their removal from the premises. 


Then spitefully, the teens wait at the hotel bus stop for a black man 
to leave. And for fun, they count ethnicity; one white person. 



twoa€ | one Indian coupleaC i three Asiansa€|Oh! Is that him walking 
towards us? Jochen remarks on the white bandage on the man's cheek, 
maybe from the fight they heard about? As he approaches and greets 
them, the youths, feeling socially awkward, respond timorously. As 
Malcolm views the bus schedule, they stare, suppressing their 
laughter behind his back, and why, they don't know. When done, 

Malcolm sits on the end of the bench, then moments later, stands 
quickly; the station is close enough. Oh! He's leaving! And to avoid 
appearing like muggers, the teens give Malcolm a 'lead' before 
following. Hopefully he's off to the station. But halfway down the 
block, they don't see him look back. 'Am I being followed?' he 
thought . 

Inside at the kiosk, Malcolm purchases a trolley ticket, but with one 
eye on the entrance; no one enters. From his window-seat, he watches 
passengers gather on the platform for the next trolley. And without 
any thought of the teens they rush in, seating themselves across the 
aisle and behind Malcolm's peripheral vision. Reminded of the fight, 
Malcolm didn't hide his 'stare' as they passed. He then turns his 
gaze on their reflection in the window, as they stare behind his 
back. Within him, rises the impulse a€" confront! a€" though the 
surge recedes in realizing the teens non-threatening manner. But he's 
alert. When the trolley halts at the destination, and doors open, the 
teens quickly stomp out onto the Ludwig platform, hurrying to 
somewhere. Malcolm smiles and shakes his head at himself, and the 
awkwardness of teens. 

After his attack, Malcolm feels unenthused about the Ludwig Platz, 
and affords a walk around the extended park grounds, instead. 

If only The Clan had awoken early and stepped outside and walked 
between the cavern of buildings left bullet-scarred by history and 
fresh nightly dew, they'd have heard their footsteps repeat off the 
walls. But after breakfast, among tourists and townsmen, their 
chatter and busyness muffled the experience. And for a time, 
conversation revolved around the familiarity of travel, time-off from 
work and unimportant personal matters. As for shopping, the women 
helped the trend, and conserving money animate the men. 

The adults are told The Alles MA'Egliche Souvenir Shop is a favorite 
among guests; one can find Bier Steins, Swiss Cuckoo Clocks, Bavarian 
Wanderstock Canes and much more. As the couples walk and converse, 
across the street, the wives see an assumed mother and daughter 
entering a bakery; the girl carried a sizable piece of cardboard, one 
that reminded the wives of making one as planned. After the fifth 
shop, the bored men remain outside, while the women masquerade as 
buyers; touching this and that and checking prices. 

Suddenly the mood shifts! What did Karline's youthful ears hear? She 
guesses a scream that sends Ilka and the others panicked from the 
shop. Damn! They knew it! As with mental disorders, the scream 
triggered a neuropsychiatric episode in their men, who associated the 
scream with a reflection of self-victimization. Now the men rush 
heroically along the sidewalk into unknown danger, and the women into 
a fearful reality. Behind the boys the women follow hurriedly, and 
behind them the mother and daughter from the bakery. 

Up ahead at the fringe of the Ludwig Platz, the men are stopped and 
opposed by the boys, who are applying Patient Hypnosis as the men 
stare ahead. The practice reduces the imagery of victimization within 



the men, and transcends imagery into the quiet present. Coming up 
beside the group, the women witness the new commotion across the 
court, but no direct harm to an innocent victim. Apparently the 
scream came from a bystander and witness of the new conflict; a white 
man faces two assailants, a third is motionless on the ground. 
Suddenly a second scream; one angst-ridden of pending peril as two 
more assailants, dressed in black, run in behind their buddies, now 
four in total. Then from behind the white man, up from the slope, 
Malcolm strides like a man responding to the cries of a victim; his 
eyes appear driven by an episode. 

As the scene develops, the women sense full-heartedly , that that 
black man is the one they seek; then Pauline, with eyes afire, orders 
the boys aside. Ilka and Birgette understand in witnessing the 
absence of the police. Then Pauline tells the men earnestly, "That is 
the man we're looking for! Your comrade! Protect him!" 

_Ludwig Platz 1945, customs were Fairy Tales, guardians of incipient 
souls, who milled bread, rustled livestock, cradled infants, 
consumers of desire, and reckless with culture; and then heaped the 
world that distressed the soul, and decayed the infancy of industry. 
Faltered and ceased were the mills, and 'desire' a casualty run 
afoul. Epoch 1960, "The Battle of Episodes" ebbs with new guardians, 
reunited with souls brightly aflame by dispatched nightmares. And 
with an angel's outstretched 'wings of protection', brotherhood 
stands united over the fallen this day in Ludwig Platz._ 

In the receding aftermath, the police subdue the Ludwig Platz, 
curbing vile behavior by demanding a setting of acceptability, as 
warnings are levied. The groups separate quietly; three assailants 
require medical attention while Malcolm, the lone white man, and The 
Clan men check for any significant abrasions. 

Dietrich Meyer, the lone white man, is age appropriate with Malcolm, 
Karl, Wilhelm and Helmut. And surged by the rawness of battle, 
Dietrich laughs while his wife, Karin, and daughter, Silka, wear 
'faces of concern' as they step close and examine him. The Clan wives 
recognize the mother and daughter from the bakery. Ignoring his wife 
and daughters questions, Dietrich immediately turns and looks at 
Malcolm with a searching eye, then at the three strangers as they 
stare back. Dietrich, without taking an eye off Malcolm, asks Silka 
for his sign, the one he'd forgotten in their hotel room. In seeing 
the sign, Malcolm's skin flushed with vigor! 'This is one of them!' 
he thought . 

Karl and the twins come alert! Dietrich seems familiar. Then Silka 
steps toward Malcolm and hands him his sign, the one she'd found 
yesterday. She'd carried two signs earlier into the bakery. The signs 
read of equal sentiment - _Meet here in 15 years on May 16th. _ Karl 
and the twins startle, as Karl shouts exuberantly, "Dietrich Meyer!? 
Isn't it? From the 31st Leichte Inf anterie? ! " There were 4 men that 
day, as Malcolm recalls. Then Dietrich laughs broadly, as he stares 
searchingly at Wilhelm and Helmut for recognition in their faces. As 
the men embrace, Malcolm shouts jubilantly skyward, then his body 
physically collapses, as his weight overwhelms and folds his knees 
which then hit the ground. And with his head hung low, the palms of 
Malcolm fill with liquid emotions escaping his eyes. 


The moment is vast, more than Malcolm imagined while within him, 
hints of unnamed faces move past the mirror of his mind, and thoughts 



of Dagmar. Quietly, yet jovially, the teary and grateful wives watch 
with their arms affectionately locked together. However the Reunion 
is not complete. 

Veteran arms blanket Malcolm, lifting him erect, then Karl and 
Malcolm shake hands briefly, then gratefully, so gratefully embrace. 
In an instant, fifteen years of mystery evaporates into kinship and 
brotherhood. The twins follow, patting Malcolm firmly, silently, 
honorably on his back as a soldier and friend. Dietrich, unabashed, 
positions his hands at the sides of Malcolm's head, then kisses him 
on the forehead a€" Dietrich's wife is not surprised, the adolescents 
are not so sure. Then without speaking, and wearing a child's smile, 
Dietrich points at Karin and Silka, his family and symbols of his 
life. The staring adolescents misinterpret, Malcolm does not. Now as 
ever, everyone is starved for clarification a€" what happened in 
Ludwig Platz 15 years ago at the war's end? 

In the Biergarten, Malcolm and his newly banded brothers are finally 
pressed into retelling the events of Ludwig Platz. It wasn't an easy 
subject, not jolly, jovial or happy. Quite the opposite; depressing, 
horrifying, life threatening and mind altering. No, the men dreaded 
reliving it, and deeply aspire the dissipation of those memories in 
favor of the present moment; laughing, eating, questioning and 
discovering each other as men and fathers, not enemies. 

HoweveraC | 

On May 15th, weeks after Germany unconditionally surrendered on May 
5, 1945, war's end was illusory that supported gossip within the 
ranks and trenches in the form of 'revenge killings' that reined 
unchecked . 

Confirmation of these 'killing acts' reached the Germans in fragments 
and misinterpretations, creating a violent medley of kaos and dire 
hopes of returning home via the Geneva Convention Rules of War. 

The Germans heard the Americans had overtaken Steinberg that bordered 
Ludwig Stadt. From there, American patrols crept west twenty 
kilometers into the Ludwig Stadt Platz in hopes of capturing German 
patrols, of which most soldiers exchanged 'capture' for curtain 
death. But patches of German soldiers fought with the 'passions of 
suicide' and defended ground with dignity and pride; motivated by 
opposing 'revenge killings'. Therein, the Ludwig Platz slowly receded 
of life, nothing moved, but the 'occupation of suffering' and 
recessed souls. 

Across the lifeless platz, young Malcolm walked, skittish as a 
grounded bird. His M3 Submachine 'Grease gun' pointed threateningly 
at the backsides of four unknown, captive German soldiers. A deadened 
silence pervaded, except for the rhythm of boots on cobblestones and 
distant small-arms artillery. Unbeknownst to the four German 
captives, Malcolm was learned in German a€" taught in high school a€" 
and kept well concealed, should they plot against him. Thus, he 
waited. But again, Dagmar came to mind, the German exchange student 
he wanted to marry. He thought, 'I could be killing a relative of 
hers. And these are free men by wars definition.' With a family 
history of mindfulness and dignity towards humanity, Malcolm grew 
empathetic. These and more transcending thoughts awakened him. 

From behind, the German soldiers heard, _ "Halt!"_ They stopped on 
command. He speaks German! _"Umt rehen ! "_ And they turned and faced 



him. Malcolm stared, as the silence grew. He didn't know what else to 
say, but then rose the notion. "Listena€| 'what am I doinga€ i '" he 
thought. "I want a€" just go homea€ ! buta€ ! " As a form of release, he 
first spoke in English. The soldiers stared with deadly awareness of 
the 'revenge killings'. They exchanged glances. Is he going to shoot 
us ? 

"Go!" Malcolm shouted. "Get out of here!" he waved his hand, but they 
didn't understand English. "Now!" Malcolm's voice raised, 
_"Verschwinder ! "_ He hoped they ran soon, before he changed his mind, 
as doubt and insubordination struggled within him. Then he said 
quickly, and surprised himself! _"Wir treffen uns heira€|in funfzehn 
Jahre als mAnnner! Verschwinder ! "_ Malcolm's finger pointed at the 
ground, but the young German men didn't care about meeting the enemy. 
But is he playing a game before killing us? But then the captives 
watched the American, as he lowered the business-end of his M3 as a 
gesture. Dietrich, from a different unit, dared move first and 
stepped back with a daring eye on the rifle. Seeing that the German 
understood, Malcolm mimicked Dietrich and stepped back; the others 
warily joined Dietrich until the four youths reached the platz 
fringe. As Malcolm watched, the freed Germans turned and sprinted 
home . 

In the fullness of 15 years, the wives and adolescents now understand 
the mystery behind their existence and relationship with family, 
friends and the man responsible. Clearly, through Malcolm, the young 
adults returned to parents, girlfriends, then courted, dated, mated, 
married and had children, who then grew and watched mother and 
father, love, fight, resolve, suffer and heal through episodes and 
their own misunderstandings. And now the families adolescents surge 
reverent of the vile circumstances before their birth. 

But plainly, the reason 'why' is what the families thirsts for. How 
did the enemy, who plotted, attacked, killed or captured, come to 
this unfathomable transformation under such a landscape of cruelty? 
Some have whispered an 'act of Godliness or transcendence.' Malcolm 
spoke honestly and openly in revealing a soldier's reality; killing 
was a duty and honor. The silence of the vets around him acknowledged 
the fact - war is the weapon of the unconscious. Yet, an intrinsic 
source spoke within Malcolm in Ludwig Platz that day; beyond faith, 
scripture, or teachings; a pure and simply universal connection with 
living things; nature, his wife, daughter and the four strangers. The 
answers of man's conflicts and division remained absent in that 
moment in Ludwig Platz. But the moment, Malcolm alone had control 
over; not the winds of politics, hate, evil, fear and prejudice, but 
the nature of intelligence, and the love of Life he chose to honor in 
Ludwig Platz. 


End 
f ile . 



